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who was always waiting for him across the Nile were
comparatively modern in terms of the civilization of
which I speak. There are still signs of that ancient
civilization to be found along the banks of the great
rivers which flowed from the mountains into the plains
of India, reminding one of the various phases of our
great history, because India has always retained its
identity, its peculiar vigor of thought, its clarity and
richness of expression.
These rivers have been the blood streams of our civ-
ilization.
There was the Indus from which our country came
to be called India and across which came caravans,
bringing an odd assortment of people who formed the
checkered pattern of the country.
There was the Brahmaputra, living in a fable all its
own, cut off from the main currents of our history and
sweeping in a gracious flow through mountains, chasms
and wooded plains in characteristic Indian fashion.
There was the Jumna, the river of song and dance,
with all the folklore of our land woven around it.
There was, of course, the Ganga, which is the holy
Ganges. Along it could be traced the main threads of
our civilization and in its waters was reflected the mood
of our people. The Ganges combined the unassailable
dignity of the Himalayas from which it sprang with the
religious fervor and faith of the holy city of Benares
to which it came.
The story of the Ganges is linked with the rise and
fall of empires, with the growth and decay of periods
of civilization, with the building and burying of great
cities, with fulfilment and frustration. There is no mood
of ours which has not been reflected in its waters and
there is no aspect of civilization which cannot be found